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contrary, seemed as if between once opening and
once shutting the eye, it would swallow up the
whole of the world. These eastern people are
made this way. They think that without labour
they will get all the results that come from
labour. From one point of view this is true
enough; and yet from another, could anything
be more absurd ? It was for this reason that,
in their world, thought had reached the farthest
limits, leaving life poor as ever. The poet at this
moment looked again at his colleague from the
eastern land. That figure sat still as before and
showing no change in expression. The poet said :
" I have written in praise of your Shakuntala, do
you know ?" The stranger showed by his ex-
pression that he was aware of the praise. The
poet said: " From the flowers of spring to the fruit
of autumn, from the innocence of childhood to the
wisdom of age, from the travail of earth to the
bliss of heaven, would you have everything put
into one word ? I name Shakuntala and all of this
is said. That is how I praised your play." The
stranger smiled a little and showed that he was
pleased by these words of affection. Suddenly, as
the poet was still looking at the figure, it seemed
to be another person. The poet asked, " Who
are you?" That figure too was silent. " You are